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graces of Lord Albemarle, and though he said little, he shewed
clearly enough what he thought.    Charlotte, it seems, ^ was
annoyed at this, for as soon as the excitement had subsided,
the family gone back into the house, and the two children
once more alone in the garden, George received a cut across
his hindquarters with the same whip that had been used on
the horse. However, these two were the greatest friends. George
would ask Charlotte for money, and Charlotte, writing to
tell him she will give her porter half-a-guinea to pass on to
him, warns him that if he keeps on spending money with such
rapidity he will, when he grows up, "be a very extravagant
man, and get into dept."   When he wanted to go to a play
with Charlotte and Lady de Clifford, and told Charlotte he
would get flogged if he did, as it would make him late for school
the next day, she exclaimed, "Leave that to me,5' and wrote
a letter to his headmaster, saying he must be let off as it was
her fault.   When she wanted him for some escapade, and his
Latin exercise was not finished it was again, "Leave that to
me,35 and in her execrable Latin she did it for him.   His first
watch and his first pony were given him by Charlotte, though
as the pony was an ugly little animal that forged badly, it was
not perhaps a present of pure generosity.  However, Charlotte
was, says George Keppel, most generous and good-natured,
and "never so happy as when doing a kindness."   His sisters
had sometimes to earn their presents by undergoing a peculiar
form of torture.   There was a certain mound in the orchard
at Earl's Court on to the top of which Charlotte would herself
climb and urge them to join her.   Having got them up, she
would then roll them down into a bed of nettles that grew
at the foot, and if they neither shed tears nor complained to
their governess, they would be rewarded by the present of a doll.
One summer day George Keppel took his special school
friend, Bob Tyrwhitt, round to Warwick House.   They passed
unquestioned by the porter's lodge, for George was well-
known there, and going across the courtyard, opened a door
that led into the garden.    Here they found Charlotte, who,
after giving them an enthusiastic welcome, scrambled into a
swing which George began to push to and fro.   Unfortunately
it happened to strike Bob Tyrwhitt on the mouth.   Instantly
the air was filled with his howls.   "Out came sub-governess,"
writes George Keppel, "page, dressers, and footmen.   Before
they reached us the Princess had descended from the swing,
had assumed an air of offended dignity, and was found lec-
turing me on the extreme impropriety of my conduct in